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At last I flung myself on the sofa, exhausted, and ordered
the mother to bring me my notes of hand, but at this mo-
ment the night watchman appeared.
The night watch in London consists of one man, wht.
promenades a given quarter, with a lanthorn in one hand
and a long staff in the other. On this man alone depends
the peace and tranquillity of a section of the immense city,
No one thinks of treating him disrespectfully. I put two or
three crowns in his hands, saying: 'Go away,' and shut th*
door in his face.
When I again demanded the notes, the mother answered
'My daughter has them.5
cCall her.'
The two servants then said that while I was breaking the
china she had run out at the street door, and they did not
know where she had gone. At these words the old women
began to cry and shed tears.
cAt midnight! alone in the streets of London! my poor
daughter! my poor niece! and in the state of undress in
which she is! She is lost. Cursed be the day when you set
foot in England, to make us all miserable.'
My rage was now somewhat abated, and I could not help
shuddering at the idea of the poor frightened girl rushing
wildly through the streets of the vast city.
(Go!5 said I to the servants, cand look for her; when you
tell me she is in safety, I will give you each a guinea.'
When the three Gorgons saw I was anxious about Miss
Charpillon, their complaints and reproaches began again.
As I held my tongue, they thought it as good as an admis-
sion that I was to blame. By and by the servants returned;
they had been to all the neighbours, they said, but could
not find her. I was simple enough to express regret; I
implored the women to search for her diligently, and to let
me know as soon as they had news of her, that I might fling
myself at her feet, and never see her more. I promised I
would replace everything I had injured, and would abandon